In crafting a public abstract, graduate students have been instructed to, "avoid jargon and technical language as much as possible." Why haven't we been asked to do this before?
So here is my abstract: I love you and I will always try my best. 
INTRODUCTION
I love scaring people, like jumping out from behind a tree on a hike. I like to do this because my dad used to scare me all the time and I hated it so much but really, I loved the way it made me feel.
Another Introduction
This last fall I went to a small town in Wisconsin to visit a friend. I got there early so I needed to kill a little time. It was dark in the town but I noticed a glowing orb of light on the horizon and heard a marching band knew that it was the local Friday night high school football game. I started walking to the orb.
When I got to the game I noticed this boy who was spinning the whole time. Just spinning in circles over and over as the game developed right next to him, the crowd cheered to his right and the other boys his age played their own game of touch football behind him. I knew right away he was a poet.
Here is this poet-Wisconsin-kid who chooses to spin instead of watch football because it disorients him in a way where he can meet the world freshly.
The Happiness Of Being Release From The Known
Viktor Schlovsky wrote in an essay called, Art as Technique, that one of the basic tenants of art is to make the stone stony again. 1 He was talking about perception's tendency to habitualize the things we encounter every day to the point where we stop perceiving them. We stop seeing things if we see them enough. How weird is it that we put tubular piece of fabric over our feet every morning. He argues that art should show us the things we have stopped seeing so we can meet the world freshly again.
Leo Tolstoy wrote in his diary about how he was cleaning his room once and wasn't thinking because he had done it some many times. He realized that at the end of it that time had passed as if he were dead. The world didn't touch him for the time it took for him to clean his room.
I Want To Always Be Okay With Always Loving You
I'm not always sure making or caring about art is good for me but I keep doing it because it seems like movement and it doesn't take much for me to be convinced that that movement is going somewhere good. 
Shark!
I bought a German car last summer and all of a sudden I found myself making techno music. I'm not sure how it happened but I was all of a sudden making a full techno music album. This was also around the same time that I started making sharks for no reason. So just like that I was making sharks and techno music for no reason and I thought to myself you are a maniac and you need to start changing your life.
It's hard sometimes to think that what you are doing matters, whether that's jogging or falling in love or saving money. When I find myself making 1000 sharks I can be totally invested in the magic of it, the fact that art can turn a triangle into a shark is magic. But I can also catch myself in this frenzy and realize, holy shit, you are wasting your time, you need to start changing your life.
Somewhere in this vibration between love and hesitation is a moment when the rock falls. In Albert Camus' essay, The Myth of Sisyphus, he recounts the story of Sisyphus. Sisyphus was deceitful and it got him into trouble. 2 As a punishment for Sisyphus' chronic trickery he was made to roll a giant boulder up a hill only to watch it fall to the bottom where he would get it and do it all over again, for the rest of his life. Camus describes the moment when the rock falls as a break in the relentless flow of ceaseless action, "The hour like a breathing space which returns as surely as his suffering, that is the hour of consciousness."
And then I make more sharks. 2 Camus, Albert. The Myth of Sisyphus, and Other Essays. New York: Knopf, 1955. Vibration Between I oscillate between two attitudes towards things that happen on their own: a) the joy of discovering the disjointed phenomena and trying to make sense of it and b) the joy of discovering disjointed phenomena and just leaving it at that. This back and forth of contradicting desires with how to deal with the world is like wanting and not wanting to know how a magic trick works.
I oscillate between two attitudes towards the world: a) I'm on board with the world, we're friends and I'm somehow convinced by it.
Everything is slow and somehow profound. can also be what can't be had, like wanting to touch the horizon but only finding out, as you move closer to it, that it remains the same distance from you as its always been. We love to look at those horizons as substitutes for possibilities or things that will make our lives better, even if we know how untrue that may be or despite any evidence of the opposite.
The search is on.
Take gold fever for an example. Gold fever is a symptom that has driven people to give up their entire lives to look for something that is underground, that they cannot see.
Here's to gold. It's waiting for us. Let's cheers and drink.
Turns quickly into, we should stop, the horses need rest.
And then, the horse eats the horse and a dead horse is very provocative.
And then, gold will make up for everything.
I want to go on.
A Blue Rose Is A Blue Rose Is A Rose
The blue rose is not natural. It must be dyed or genetically modified to become blue. The blue rose is used in Chinese mythology as a metaphor for mystery or the unattainable and hope in face of that.
I like to touch the symbol for almost having. I like searching for symbols for the ineffable fleeting thing we're searching for. The blue rose and gold fever are tangible representations that stand in for what can't be touched.
It's Fiction
There is a scene in Harold and Maude where Harold is floating face down in the pool and his mom swims passes him and rolls her eyes. Up to this point in the movie we have seen Harold fake his own death on numerous occasions. You might get a kick out of this and go, "she rolls her eyes." I think that's one reason I like fiction. It's the ability to identify human behavior because you might expect to see it and having your own humanness confirmed by being able to do so. Harold's mom rolls her eyes in this sarcastic and acted way but we love it because it IS acted and we know it. We love it too because it's a moment when watching a movie or reading a book that you catch onto a hint that the author has dropped and that confirms our attentiveness and in a way make us cohorts with the author.
I make work with the attitude that it's fiction. Everything I make is not real and that allows me to create my own logic for their world. I don't think art and life can become the same because art takes from life, removes things from it and places them on another stage. If I can accept this then I no longer feel the pressure of being accurate but can use satire, poetry and humor.
In Between Two People Rather Than Two Walls
In a tongue and cheek manifesto called Personism: A Manifesto, the poet Frank O'Hara described a moment when he was writing a poem to somebody he loved. As he was writing the poem he realized he could just as easily call the person on the phone instead of writing the poem, "and so Personism was born…It puts the poem squarely between the poet and the person, Lucky Pierre style, and the poem is correspondingly gratified. The poem is at last between two persons instead of two pages."
What's the Wave?, was a two part exchange/exhibition that I co-currated with artist Ariadna Rapozo.
Ariadna lives in Guanajuato, México. She organized a group of 10 artists from Guanajuato and I organized a group of ten artists from Iowa City. They sent up one piece each through the mail and/or through email. The Iowa City artist then drew their names out of a hat and installed the work of their new friend. The Iowa City artists then made a response piece that was to be installed before the closing reception of the show. The process was then reversed where the 10 Iowa City artists sent 10 new pieces to Guanajuato to be responded to in an exhibition called, ¿Qué hay arriba?.
At last the work is in between two people rather than two walls.
Maybe this is the end of heroisms and the beginning of heroic tenderness.
Giving The Viewer A Chance To Break Rules
Rituals like Halloween allow us to act outside of ourselves. We can leave our bodies and assume the body of something else.
There is a great photo of Piero Manzoni shortly after he has emerged from a bathroom with a can of his own shit that he was then going to sell for the equivalent of the weight of gold. He has this look in his eyes like he is getting away with something. I know what that look feels like and I like seeing it.
That look is the look of laughing now and into the future. I'm sure he's still laughing, as that can of shit sold at Sotheby's in 2007 for 124,000 Euros or 140,634.60 US dollars.
Artists can break the rules and the viewer can experience the release vicariously.
Humor And Play
Humor and play can be techniques to highlight cognitive blind spots, to transgress boundaries, to subvert dominant ways of thinking and to demonstrate the absurdity of what we understand to be innate and good. This attitude can bring back myth in the age of explanation. That myth can be adjusted to personal histories that reclaim the dominant structures and diffuse it's power. It blurs certitude and checks the hubris that allows us to think we can do things we shouldn't. This is how volcanoes shake hands, is a video that uses notions of friendship and shaking hands as a way to cross boundaries (in this case the geo-political boundaries of México and the US). The massive forces of geology, geography and politics that have real power over people are hopefully diminished by the poetic experiment of, "what happens if our volcanoes shake hands and become friends?"
The Artist Is Wearing Socks I made that print and while it was drying in the studio one of my colleagues wrote a note next to it that said, "don't we all?" to which another colleague replied, "I think that's the point." This print was exhibited in a show with another piece called, Pure Booty. Pure Booty was a play on John Baldesarri's Pure Beauty text painting and was commissioned out to a professional sign painter to make. The Pure Booty piece received the attention of a graduate student in sociology here at the university who said that the show was, "pretentious and this is what is wrong with modern art." I want to use humor (specifically self-deprecation) as a way to break the ice between me and the viewer, to not take myself too seriously and to connect me to you. A fiction writer told me, "if you give a character yearning, then the reader will root for them." The yearning I have is not to be such an idiot and the viewer is rooting for me on my search, "look at this poor fool, he's trying so hard." I would like to do this with a humanist sensibility so I don't alienate the viewer is cool irony. The artist is wearing socks and Pure Booty have failed at this so I am still searching. Or maybe they only failed in those two situations? I'm not sure.
This Is Not That
Humor has the capacity to find similarities in dissimilar things. It can forge unlikely connections and can help me create a logic of my own, to make new meanings or at least be free of the old one.
Joking is way of playing with ideas.
I like to think of using humor to create a logic of my own as a form of authorship. Artists have a tremendous and dangerous freedom to say, "this is that." They can call something anything whenever.
The most obvious examples of this would be Sherry Levine's or Marcel Duchamp's use of appropriation. Marcel Broodthaers had this to say about Duchamps' Fountain, "whether a urinal signed R. Mutt or an objet trouvé, any object can be elevated to the status of art. The artist defines the object in such a way that its future can only lie in a museum. Since Duchamp, the artist is author or a definition." 4 There's A Fine Line In Between An Idiot A Beginner And A Genius A sense of humor and serious play are the tools of the beginner. We beginners are allowed to experiment because we are not afraid of failure and in most cases we expect to fail. We beginners can make innovative discoveries that the expert cannot make because of a habitualized ways of working/thinking or their expectation of success.
"Assumptions are where attention starts to waver. We can sometimes only become attentive when something is indeed wrong." 5
Failure
Art is an alternative way of knowing/thinking/moving around the world so why do we so often define it using the binary of success/failure? My approach to making is a lot like an inventors. I feel like I'm trying to invent new ways of thinking or looking at the world or new ways of saying old things.
Inventors probably have a high rate of failure.
In the same way that miss-communication is revealing despite it being a failure to communication, there could be more genuine content in failure than success. "Imagine the change if we valued a list of major failures on a person's résumé…a list of failures would be more revealing than al list of successes." 6 Intuition v.s. Education Chris Burden had this to say about a failed project of his:
"It was a total unsuccess in that sense, because it was a failure in terms of what I'd imagined it to be. I think it's important to be in touch with your intuition, which is a very difficult thing to do because the whole process of education is really to pound that out of you. You're supposed to have a logical reason for everything. Everything is empirical, and since most of us are the product of years and years of education, the answer that 'Oh, that feels right', or 'That's the way to go', is basically unacceptable to society. To trust your intuition is exactly the opposite of any sort of formal education. History with a check that says in the memo section, "this is the payoff."
This was the first revenge piece I thought of in grad school. I never made it and found it necessary and cathartic to think of these but to not make them. In this way, the thought of these revenge pieces was enough to vicariously allow me to experience the release from them in the same way that an artist can break the rules and the viewer can experience the release vicariously. "I'm Interested In, That's Interesting, Interesting"
That is the worst thing I hear all the time in workshops.
Bad Language
Maybe our language has gone bad. Maybe the way we talk about art, like in artist statements, essays, reviews, during critiques, while teaching, has become too much like the language of an argumentative paper. It doesn't leave any room for doubt or the possibility of being wrong. It adopts an overconfident tone that makes us sound like assholes or even worse, like we are trying to make up for something. The language is so predictable and stale, "a compendium of boring thoughts about interesting one." 8 It doesn't help that we are taught to speak this language either consciously or unconsciously as the vernacular required to sound smart or accredited so you can write successfully to get into grad school. And then when we get to grad school we hear even more of it from our professors, our peers and visiting artists and that seals the deal: this is the way we talk, without ever thinking about the implications of it. The language is used as a key to a door or a form of power rather than a device to connect me to you. "I Don't Know" I heard this sentence 3-5 times during grad school.
"Interesting"
Here is a tally count of how many times the word "interesting" was used in one semester: 280 times.
Still 50 Years Behind
Brion Gysin said, "writing is fifty years behind painting," and he's still right.
Here's an example; I presented a book of, "Love Poems," that I made by using compressed air to press down the keys of my computer in sporadic and unpredictable ways. The result was not legible but a mass of disorganized language parts.
In the same class a painter took photographs of her used pallets and cut them up for her book. The result was not legible but a mass of disorganized paint parts.
The abstraction in my book was received with a deep suspicion and hesitation. The abstraction in her book was instantly accepted and the class was ready to engage with it immediately saying things like, "I want to create my own meaning out of these pics," and, "like this one looks like a dog."
What's the difference between the material of paint and the material of language as the primary content of a book? Why are we so offended when language is used in a way that it's not supposed to be?
Gorilla Gorilla Gorilla
Gorilla gorilla gorilla is the scientific name for gorilla
Finding New Ways To Say Old Things
Makes those things our own.
Makes the massive amount of time behind and ahead of you and your smallness next to it bearable.
Makes those things our own by reclaiming them and molding them to our vocabulary and sensibility.
So it is almost as if they originated from us.
So it is almost as if they came from us.
So much of art and making art is just finding new ways to say old things. 
Control
How do you reconcile the massive unknown parts of your life? What role does mystery play in a time where we feel like we can explain most of the world?
Things happen on their own despite the rational nets we throw on it. Luck is the residue of design.
Luck and chance stand in opposition to control.
Chance
Chance events mean design is never finished.
Hermes is the, "god of the third ear," because he is the one who can hear an essence buried in the accident. A miss-interpretation can be a lucky find.
The world happens whether you like it or not. It's all just happening as if by chance. John Cage said, "[he] didn't need sound to talk to [him] ," that it didn't have to have structure or meaning or intention. 9 His argument was that music was made of sound so why couldn't the sounds of the cars below his apartment count as music.
Chance and things that happen on their own are oppositional to knowledge and the control that comes with that. What do you think you can control? Why do you think you can control anything?
Shape Shifter
Not so much my own body but the world that surrounds my body. My body includes everything.
Categories give shape to the world so if you change the categories you can change the shape, "…given the materials of this world, he [the shape shifter] demonstrates the degree to which we have shaped them may be altered." 10 Every category has a pile of trash (or a can of shit).
Coincidence and accidents are a threat to categories. Most of the time I encounter misinterpretations, the misinterpreted thing opens an attentiveness in me more than the thing that was intended on being said. The categories frame our reactions to the world in a very predictable way and there is value in miss-interpretations because it not only subverts normative thinking patterns but enlivens a subject by showing it in a new light.
Sincerity
How the fuck do you use that or maybe the fact that I'm saying, "use that," is evidence that I am not sincere. How do you use sincerity with mischief since they seem so counter to one another? How can you be sincere in the age of cynicism?
Sincerity always deals with trust and that trust is the viewer's. So how much of that can I control or how much of that should I try to control? Is the viewer's trust different than the other parts of their subjective criteria that they bring to looking at a piece?
I'm So Small, Oh Shit, I'm Tiny One day I'll make some work about Paul Bunyan. I love the story of Paul Bunyan because it's so fucked up. The characters in the myth love Paul Bunyan and we love Paul Bunyan. We love him because he is bigger than use and stronger than us and better than us. We love him despite the fact that he was this maniac who could clear-cut giant swathes of forest with a couple swings of his axe and made mountains and canyons by wrestling with his best friend who is a giant blue ox. These kinds of myths are both a part and outside of the logic that frames our understanding of the world.
There are so many things in this world that can make us feel so small. I've been to a Mayan ruin once and felt crushed in between the massive time behind and ahead of me. I've fallen in love before and f elt crushed by its force. I've stood on a mountain with one hand on my hip and the other raised to my brow and felt crushed by the endless layers of mountains behind and ahead of me. I also used to play basketball so I know what it's like to feel insignificant.
Y O U, was an exhibition that began to look at our reactions to things that are bigger than us and the ways we cope with feeling so small. I like how most of the time the ways we cope with that feeling is through stories. Those stories don't operate through the logic of our world and we can experience an empowering effect vicariously through the altered logic of characters like Paul Bunyan.
Mischief And The Uncanny
"Goofing off requires developing a fine-tuned sense of what it means to pause long enough and distance oneself far enough from worldly objects and events to recognize their illusory dimension and thereby reinvest the world with wonder." 13 Going back to Viktor Schlovsky, he argued that lengthening the time of perception through the use of defamiliarization is one technique to, "make the stone stony again." Mischief and the uncanny are two forms that this defamiliarization can take. We understand jokes to be both part and outside of the logic that frames our understanding of the world. A joke has the freedom to be weird because we know it's fiction. The uncanny exists in this same middle area as the joke, both part of this world and outside of it. The most halting uncanny objects or images are the most similar to what we are used to seeing in this world.
Brevity
Therefore, since brevity is the soul of wit and tediousness, the limbs of outward flourishes I will be brief 14 13 Stiles 
